


Like Clockwork

by justcallmeIVY



Category: Batman Begins/Dark Knight
Genre: Adventure, Drama
Language: English
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-25 10:50:58
Updated: 2016-04-25 10:50:58
Packaged: 2016-04-25 22:18:39
Rating: M
Chapters: 1
Words: 2,222
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Pre-TDKR: Before he worked in the Gotham Police Force- John Blake had been a bell boy with a heart for Justice. Two of his own have gone missing, and the only person who can help him is a presumptuous, stony receptionist with a taste for perfection and a mouth quicker than his trigger finger. What could possibly go wrong in a Bat-less Gotham? (Heavy Adult Themes Pursue)





	Like Clockwork

Nothing is owned by me apart from the characters I have created, Cally included. Enjoy and please review.

He was beyond frustrated at this point with the young woman behind the thick horn-rimmed glasses. His clothes stuck to him from the rain outside and his body was growing uncomfortably warm with the heated feelings of anger beginning to boil over. He loosened the collar of his shirt.

"Please- this is important. I must see Commissioner Gordon." He pressed once more, this time both hands were thrown down on either side of himself. He was now leaning over the marble counter that separated them. The glass vase of lilies shook, and he woman put a finger to it's base, freezing on the contact.

She seemed to have stiffened at the reaction yet kept her head high. Pressing the bridge of her glasses frame closer toward her nose, "Well Mr.."

"Blake. John Blake," he repeated for the third time. His voice sharp, eyes sharper.

This was a waste of his time. _Their_ time.

"Blake, John Blake," she seemed to taunt, meeting his orbs with the well-adjusted 'cold' Gotham glower city dwellers knew well. "Like I mentioned to you five minutes before. Mr. Gordon is a very busy man. He has more important things to attend to than to worry about something as trivial as-," she picked up the paper inside of the manila folder he had thrown onto her desk moments ago, before placing it back next to him. "As a few young wayward kids not returning to the Orphanage. Teenagers leave places like that all the time. Now please, if you would like to talk to a Police Officer I may be able to help you, these cases are not thrown at the Commissioner by myself or by passers-by on the street with a tendency to yell at Government staff."

He began to shake his head with a cold laugh, stepping backwards with three steps. "Bullshit! If this had been anyone in the top seats of Gotham you would be handing this over to the Commissioner within seconds!"

Three Officers began to break away from conversation at this point and stood closer to the two, but Blake didn't let this divert his conversation. She never broke the gaze.

"I am sorry but there is nothing I can do, if you would be willing to-." She began again and Blake felt himself beginning to snap. His impatience and irritation getting the better of him- as always.

"They've been missing for 4 weeks! Every Cop you have won't step a foot too deep in the Narrows since Batman has gone and I need help!" He yelled while throwing himself onto the marble once more. This time the vase broke from its stupor and toppled over onto the side he was on. The shatter shook the room.

If she was afraid she made no motion nor did she flinch, but he had already been drawn back by the arms- one Cop on each side.

"Please just.. Give it to him. My number.. Anything." She looked once more at the manila folder while the two men began to pull him backward, he tried to push forward again but he couldn't fight both of off them at once. He tried to will her eyes to him, he tried to beg her to give him a sign that she had listened to his ramblings.

Before he had been ushered around the corner rather hastily, John Blake watched as the woman stood from her black leather office seat and walked to the corner of her desk. Without so much as a look at either him or the folder- she let it fall from her manicured fingers and into the waste basket.

He roared. 

* * *

><p>"Do you believe in Justice?" The words felt heavy in her mouth, even after they had left. The young man turned his body around on the bed with a peculiar look on his face, he studied her for a moment. Long hair flowing effortlessly over her shoulders. Face suppressed of any real emotion.<p>

Guarded and thinking- as always.

He sighed before pulling her down to him. She growled, sitting back up and removing her glasses. Placing them onto the bedside table beside her. Once the 'clack' of plastic hitting wood was heard he snaked an arm around her waist and pulled her back again.

She tried to laugh but it came out forceful. He didn't notice the difference.

"There is Justice served all around us Cally, you know that," he reassured. Her somber mood didn't change.

"What about for the.. The 'others'," he knew who she meant. The 'Other' side of Gotham, the stained side that had been held together with duct tape and deception. She wriggled her body down until her head fell into the pocket of skin between his thick arm and solid chest. He held her tighter.

"They have their own ways of serving it." She was doubtful. But took the words as a token of Goodnight.

Startled from slumber, the alarm sounded. Unsurprisingly Lauchlan had already left. Cally removed herself from the warmth of his comfortable haven and took herself to the shower after a swipe onto her small phone. The sound ended.

The water was cool, not too hot and not too cold. She had been very precise about never bursting any capillaries on her chest, back or face. Her age was no longer as youthful as it had once been and she would do better to look after herself than stay in denial.  
>Her own small set of toiletries were luckily already in the apartment for the nights she spent away, a suggestion pressed by the owner himself. She scrubbed herself with ocean salts, then lathered her locks with organic scents. Making sure to shave her legs. It had been two days since the last time, the growth should be long enough now.<p>

Freshly cleaned, dressed in all black and hair sleeked back into a high bun Cally pushed her glasses further toward herself and slipped on the 4 inch office heels she always placed underneath the bed.

The walk to work from Lauchlan's had always been quick. The Station not too far from the young Officers new apartment had been not only handy to him over the past few months, but for herself as well.  
>She reached the large stone steps without a hitch and made sure to take three large breaths, it was another busy day and the area seemed especially alive.<p>

To be working at the heart of the station you had to make sure that yours wasn't out on your sleeve.

She smiled at the right people, preformed the right mannerisms on the phone, took the right people to the Commissioner and kept her facade in the right order. It was like a Broadway show. Every line well memorized.  
>Nobody noticed the three papers with corners sticking out from underneath her wad of refill. <p>

* * *

><p>The night was cold, she had forgot to bring a jacket because of the warm morning. She cursed herself inwardly at overlooking something that could cause her immune system to weaken.<p>

It was 7pm, an hour and a half later than she had legally been required to work. The fill in receptionist had stepped in long ago yet Cally had to stay behind and fill out paperwork for 3 robberies as a handful of the Station had been called away. Lauchlan included.

"You could borrow mine?" The red head offered when she noticed what she had forgotten.

"No," Cally could never borrow a jacket from anyone, it was not moral to leave her cold for Cally's own indiscretions. "But thank you Linda." The woman smiled tightly.

"Would you require help walking home tonight Miss. Servington?" A man large man asked from beside the door. She waved him off with her most well practiced smile,

"No need to worry, I won't be walking far." He nodded.

Grabbing her purse, checking she had all of her things and fixing the stationary back into place that had been left out Cally sent a quick message to Lauchlan that let him know she would be walking back to his house because of the time, and left the woman to herself and the security.

Once she stepped foot out of the Station she involuntarily brought her arms to her sides. It had been a lot colder than she had previously thought. Now she had almost wanted to walk back and wait for Lauchlan to finish at 11pm.  
>Refusing the thought, she rubbed her arms and pulled the sleeves of her shirt down, descending down the stairs.<p>

This time there were no people on its steps, not this late in Gotham.

She rounded the corner and almost jumped out of her skin. It was the man again- the man from the day before. The angry man._ The man you rejected from finding children.._  
>He didn't look mad this time however, and it slightly unnerved her. But she couldn't let him see that. Not at all.<p>

Cally Servington would never be weak.

"Cold out isn't it." It was rhetorical, the tone gave it away.

"I didn't notice Mr. Blake." He laughed at the joke, but there was no humour behind it.

"Remember my name this time huh? I should feel honoured, Queen of the Castle like you remembering someone so small and insignificant."  
>She hated the name that the media had dubbed her with, and her flinch to it did not go unnoticed by the dark eyed man.<p>

After the disappearance of the Batman the sharks had wanted Commissioner Gordons blood- or even his head. It took every harsh, manipulative and quick witted word of hers to disable each one of the secretly recording robots from reaching Gordon. It was a quite an outstanding 5 years for her, which had not only had given her well-known name, but a reputation to not be trifled with. The Gotham City Police Department had to up her yearly salary a hefty amount once her name became National and head hunters came with gifts and offers.

"Everyone is somebody in Gotham." The words slipped out like music, because she had done well to repeat them over time. He scoffed.

"Sure they are. Just like the two boys who are either missing or-." He didn't finish. A lull came between them both. She considered him for a moment. Took in the bags beneath his eyes she never noticed before, the sallowness around his mouth, the stubble around his chin. When she reconnected with his eyes once more she silently hesitated.

He was exhausted and rundown, she noted.

"Mr. Blake, I am sorry for the hindrance to your search but there is nothing I may be able to do. If you would exc-."

As she began to walk around the man he grabbed her by the forearm, she arched her dark brow and turned back toward him. Dark eyes on dark eyes.

Headlights illuminated the two as they passed.

"If you do not remove your hand from me Mr. Blake I will make sure that they will never be connected to your body again." The threat was severely clean cut, and he let her go with thinned lips. "Goodnight Mr. Blake."

She took three steps, her shoes making heavy noises. He watched her, strong and strident. He wanted to lash out, to throw himself at the pavement and scream out for help, but he didn't, he just sighed. Suddenly, she paused.

"I will put in a word with the Commissioner in the morning. I suggest you never let go of your persistence, it is a dying sentiment here in Gotham. Expect a call by 12pm."

He didn't know what to do. He hadn't expected this.  
>Actually, he didn't know what to expect, he didn't know how any of this would go. He just wanted help.<p>

She took another step forward, "Wait." He called. She complied, but never turned.

"I saw you throw the folder away, what would you say to him? You have no case." He thought he heard her snicker, but the passing cars made it had to decipher if it was alleged or a reality.

"Mr. Blake, I will never be seen dead with something as mundane as a manila folder on my desk," she took her slim hands up to her collar and flicked it up and toward her neck. "I must keep up appearances you see. Your case is.. In safe keeping. Gordon will receive it, in a clear folder. Much cleaner. Goodnight." She had been far but her voice had been clear.

She did not stop again and he watched her turn the corner. Heels hitting the pavement with a rhythmic precision. He brought his hood up over his head and thought of tomorrow. She was just like the media had portrayed her, he couldn't believe the accuracy. Calculating and off-handed.

_But she would help._

"Stay warm," he whispered. Hoping that the wind would carry the words to the two small boys who were in the dark. Then he turned his back toward where she left and made his way back to the Narrows.


End file.
